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pt. | In Which Everything Is Awful 


Author's Notes: 
First time posting anywhere, not quite sure how this works 


David flicked off the switchboard and stood up, clasping his hands together. "Alright, that sounds good for now. 


Let's finish up to-morrow | wanna do so more stuff okay?" 


Richard got up with him, walking out through the editing room, catching his coat before shutting the door. 
Roger and Nick were already outside the studio bundling up in the wintery air, Roger lighting a cigarette and 
Nick getting into his car to go home. David proceeded going through the studio, shutting down for the night, 
anyone else who'd been here was already long gone, the keyboardist absently following him, looking to help but 
not finding much of anything to do. Eventually David finished his rounds, turning around and starting slightly at 
Richard, "Oh, didn't know you were still here." 


"Sorry," he smiled apologetically," Are you just going home after this? | um, took the tube and walked here, | 
was wondering if you might bring me back if it's not a bother," he looked downwards a little, holding his arm. 


"Oh no, course. If you needed a ride you should've just asked," David shrugged on his coat, taking the keys 
from his pocket. 


"| didn't want to be a bother-" 


"-You're not, don't worry," the corners of his mouth frowned slightly, Richard was a little more, delicate, than 
the others. Reserved, gentle, polite, he was a skilled musician but didn't always take to being pushed very well. 
And how one way might have to be constructed to work with Roger, that method would undoubtably fail with 
Rick. 


"Thanks." 


They moved outside to David's car, David pulling down the visor blocking out the early sunset. He reached over 
to turn on the radio, tuning into some top 40 kind of station, not bothering to try and find something better. A 
Who song filtered through the speakers, loud heavy guitar chords, bombastic drumming, and deep rapid bass 
playing filled the car, almost making it feel warmer in there already from the energy. Driving out into the city 
David turned down the volume to speak, " They're good, Who." 


Richard just nodded agreeing, Pink Floyd had met them before, alright blokes despite what some people liked to 
say about their auto-destructive tendencies and received rudeness. They'd become very successful as of 
recent too- Rick's mind wandered to having met their singer, and in his mind, having met Eric Clapton. They 


didn't look alike, did they? He touched his face distractedly. 


He shook his head breaking the thought and looked over at David, eyes fixed on the road and fingers drumming 
along to the beat on the steering wheel. Oh well, he was fairly content just watching him. Rick leaned his elbow 
against the window, propped his chin on his fist, daydreaming, a little.. About David. He flushed faintly admitting 
that to himself, well he was. About his hands and his face and lips, and how he'd like to be kissing them. 


He berated himself internally for that, awfully forward of him, even if it were just a thought. Still his mind 
drifted back to it; it was a nice thought. At the light David looked back over at Rick, staring dreamily into 
space with sleepy blue doe eyes. "Ay Rick did | lose you somewhere back there?" 


"Sorry," he blinked, "Was ah, thinking.’ 
"Well alright." 


Eventually they pulled up to his home and got out of the car, "-David would you like to stay for a drink, or 
something," he felt this was a little abrupt but oh forget it he'd gotten ahead of himself oh nice going Richard 
are you going to do this or not or oh god this is a huge mistake what are you doing. "-Yeah sure," he replied 


relaxed and turned off the car, coming inside with him. 


He poured two small glasses of wine and brought out a saucer plate of cheese and bread to leave out on the 
coffee table. The guitarist wandered around the front of the house looking around, glancing over at the piano in 
the corner covered in sheets of music pinned down by stray cups and bottles and books, ambling back to the 


parlor room and sitting open leqged across from Rick. "Hm?" 
The other man took a handful of bread and cheese and drank a bit of wine, "You could have paired this better." 
"Sorry. cheddar was all | had," Richard apologized looking up. 


‘Its fine, thanks for the food and drink Are you working on something? " he gestured to the piano in the other 


room. 


"Oh, no not right now, most of that's just transcriptions and loose music from shops and people, nothing 


interesting." 


‘Oh, was just curious. I'd love to have another of your songs on the album," he smiled nicely at him and Rick 
felt hot suddenly, touching his face again and ducking his head. His heart jumped when he smiled and sparked 
this awful feeling in his stomach that was more like a nest of hornets than butterflies. 


"Are you alright?" David stood up a bit in his chair to try and check on him, he'd been acting strangely today 


and was worried he might be sick, or coming down with something. 
/0h god I'm lovesick/ 


Rick pushed his palms onto the table and lifted his head to kiss him full on the lips. It was really quite quick 
and light, almost chaste, but christ it felt so hot and sudden and seemingly took forever, lingering even as he 
drew away, mouth open and eyes wide now in horror. "Oh David I'm sorry, l'm so-" his voice caught, David 


staring back at him similarly confused and lost for speech," I'm sorry | didn't mean to please." 


David's mouth closed as his eyebrows characteristically drew and furrowed, Rick visibly distressed and 


apologetic. Still, he spoke steadily though one fist curled slightly as he stood up, "Why did you do that?" 

"l, don't know. Please David I'm-" he stood with him, as if to try and keep him from leaving. 

"-/Richard/" 

He breathed in and steadied himself speaking quickly and hopefully loud enough as he wouldn't have to repeat 
himself and make a further mess of this," .. | think, I'm in love with you. -Just a little really its nothing please 


don't be angry with me | know I'm being stupid it won't happen again." 


David only stood and watched him, trying to work this out in his head. Fuck, what was this? Speaking seriously 
while struggling to contain his shock he answered him, " It better not happen again" 


Rick looked sadly at him, "You'll promise not to tell anyone?" 
David just glared and grabbed his coat to leave. "Goodbye Richard. I'll see you to-morrow.’ 


And so he left him standing in the empty flat, hands at his sides, feeling hopelessly lost and empty. What had 


he done. 


pt. 2 Work As Usual 


Author's Notes: 
and this is as far as i've gotten the other chapter isn't finished yet and i won't have access to a computer 


for a while. 


Nick arrived at the studio early the next day, rubbing his arms furiously to rid himself of the cold stiffness in 
them as he walked inside. Roger waved and commented about the weather, keeping his own coat on until the 
heat inside was working well again. David was retuning guitars in the other room, muttering about the 


temperatures as well. "Hey Rog, Rick here yet?" 
Roger shook his head, "No, he'll probably be here soon though. Can you start some coffee?" 


"Yeah sure," he nodded and walked into the kitchenette, preparing the percolator. Roger moved off the wall and 
ducked his head in to watch David cursing and shaking his hand at a snapped string. He laughed quietly to 
himself but David looked up noticing him and spoke a little irritably. "You gonna come in here and help? We'll 
probably have to do this again in a half hour anyways." 


Roger shook his head in annoyance but sat down on a spare amp and starting working on a bass, wincing at 
how horrifically detuned it become overnight. Nick came in a few minutes later with cups of coffee setting 
them down beside each of them. "Thanks," Roger lifted his head and Nick left them to carry on, busying 

himself with any other set up needed for the day or wandering around to talk to anyone else already in the 


studio. 


He passed by the kitchenette again, clearing the table off of a stack of papers. The ones on top were covered 
in notes, in Rick's handwriting-lots of clusters of words, possibly lyrics or chord progressions, he didn't search 
further into it. Figuring he'd find them easier, he moved them onto his piano bench and wandered into the next 
room over to chat up Peter. Outside it began to snow again, lines drawn into the asphalt by passing cars now 


speckling with snow, and erased again by a set of tires. 


Rick came in late. Somewhat hungover. He looked tired and distracted though he tried to get right into the 
work for the day, not really speaking unless to answer short questions. He was eager just to do his job, finish 


for today, get back to his life. 
The others had started a while ago. Roger was the first to notice his silent entrance. He stood up in his chair 
immediately shouting, Rick wincing, "Where the fuck have /you/ been?! Its nearly noon! And don't give me any 


excuses-" he stormed over to him and paused, "You hungover or something?" 


Rick cast his sleep red eyes away from him, mumbling, "A little bit, | can work though-" 


"You better, get in here, don't waste any more of my time," Roger sneered. 


‘Oh piss off Rog," Nick called from the other room," Ricky's not well and you yelli at him ain't going to him 


any favors." 

"Never done me any." 

"Both of you just shut up." 

"Can all of you please shut up, Roger, you're being terrible again," a friendly technician spoke. 


Roger bitterly bit his lip and refrained from continuing, getting back to business hoping the others would do 
the same. Nick began speaking to Rick amiably, mocking him a little for his unprofessionality in showing up 
barely sober but David remained silent and wary, knowing. He'd probably finished off the bottle they had and 
just gone on from there, desperately seeking to shut out whatever was going through his head after their well 
encounter. David hadn't done the same, the moment would've still stuck in his mind like a flashbulo memory, 


likely as it was for Rick, looking sullen and depressed between his typical neutral expression and fleeting smiles. 


Nick and Rick eventually found themselves back at their positions awaiting instruction and David picked up his 
guitar again, ready to get on with it. Overall the day actually didn't pose many difficulties- they weren't 
entirely together, and as they played on it became more marked who was lagging or somewhere else 
altogether but once that would get sorted out they'd be fine again and made fair headway. Lunch break was 
welcome, Roger's mood had more or less dissipated by then as well, certainly welcome. They chatted amongst 
themselves and those who cared to join them, take out was brought in for all by an aide, boxes littering the 
tables and counters. Roger laughed loudly at when Nick got a noodle stuck in his moustache and didn't notice, 
until Roger started laughing and even then it took him a moment to figure out /exactly what/. Even David and 
Rick smiled a little. 


The keyboardist was put better through work by the end of the day and more sociable but David still held 
onto a feeling of slight unease. It may have even been possible that Richard had (more or less) gotten over his 
rejection and moved on. The thought made him a little envious; he'd spent all this time thinking thinking about it 


all, less became clear as it went on. And that made one thing more so. 


His eyes flicked up at him across the room. 


pt. 3 Richard and David and The Horrible No Good Very 
Bad Work Week 


Author's Notes: 
back. slowly typing up what's been written in the past week. yeah. not much to say yet. figuring out this is a 
slight au as i still haven't set a date or even much of a location and well other who and what details. 


Rick subtly noticed David staring at him and felt his pulse quicken, stilling himself from whatever he'd been 
doing. "-and that's when we should- Richard? Earth to Ricky, have you /even/ been listening to me?" Roger 


scowled, crossing his arms. 


‘Sorry, was, just thinking, bout what you were saying," this seemed to pacify Roger and he continued talking to 
him, Rick half-listening and completely fixated on David, though he'd already looked away. What was that look he 
was giving him, vindictiveness? Or possibly desire , speculation, whatever it had been its intensity chilled him. 
Sickening. 


He had tried to move on and put all of this behind him. It was /stupid/ having a crush anyways, none of his 
relationships with men ever ended well. He supposed that's what one deserved for feeling that way. Syd had 
told him that wasn't true, and it was normal and natural but he still couldn't help hating himself for it though 
he tried to believe in his words. 


Furthermore, he knew he'd truly fucked up this time; he really /did/ like David. He was charming and 
attractive, kind to him and easing the pain of Syd's departure that all of them felt. And now he'd damaged 
their growing friendship with his impertinence and desires. He usually kept quiet, hiding his emotions, why had 
he chosen to let them sneak through? 


He'd actually done a fairly good job up until this point; he'd found himself staring at the guitarist when he first 
joined the band to help them and um help with Syd. He'd kept that crush hidden away in his thoughts, 
/afterall/, it was probably just a passing thing. He was attractive, like Syd, albeit in a very different manner 
than his dark, mysterious allure. He knew however, Syd's real beauty lie in his far more captivating mind, which 
destroyed him to see it broken and crumbling, to see such a beautiful thing fading from the dazzling spectacle 
it had been. 


He still felt awful sometimes thinking of Syd like an event or thing, or worse, tragedy. It's true it impacted him 
enormously, but as much as it did him or anyone, none of it could have compared to what Syd was going 
through, and still was. He hadn't died, they still spoke. Occasionally. He was different though, some of him had 
died really. He thought that Syd probably saw him as a different person now too. He rubbed his eye, thinking of 


him made him sad, He wished he would've done more, he loved him dearly. 


Not entirely unlike his feelings for David, but Syd had returned his affections in a way, even though he told 
him he wasn't really interested, he appreciated it and was a little more open of it. To these sort of things. He 
wondered what it would've been like had Syd loved him back the same way. Far more painful than the hurt he 


now felt over David's rejection for sure. 


His melancholy introspection faded as his gaze moved away from his friend. They would finish shortly and pack 
up for the night. This time Richard would ask no favors, only head home til called upon again to-morrow. He 
looked around his empty flat and wished he owned a cat. 


// 


After a few days of what resulted in increasingly tense recording- mostly on David's behalf, it was eating him 
up, trying to make heads or tails or the thoughts echoing around his head, banging themselves against the 
inside of his skull like moths. Each impact producing louder, more distorted feedback of the same question while 
birthing another to clutter his weary mind. 


True, this would have been big news for anyone to deal with but at this point David just felt that he was 
fighting himself, which very well may have been true. And true, all of this would've been considerably easier to 
handle had Richard been well, more of a Rachel- /yes/ it was that sort of thing. David wished he could say he 
was confident in his masculinity. Well confident would've been a nice start actually. He admittedly did a fairly 
good job masquerading as it though he thought. /Hell, better than Rick. Hell, anyone could probably be better at 
it than Rick/ 


He felt a twinge of guilt. Then coupled with an envy that had pursued him all this week. He could he be so calm 
about all this? Only coming off as impersonal and weary of him, as if he now found David tiresome rather than 
intriguing and arresting or possibly trying to empathise with him? He would have to confront him eventually, 
he knew he would much longer like this. He couldn't stop Fucking thinking about him. 


Friday came like a blessing; finally getting away from he who wanted him so bad to interrupt him with an 
unwanted kiss but suddenly refused to even show enough interest as to look at him for more than a second. 
Drove him insane. David needed him to want him, to pine and suffer- he didn't know why, it was a strange 


thought. 


Jenny called asking if he wanted to go out while her roommate Miranda was out with her friends, to go to a 
bar or movie but he rubbed his temple holding the phone to his cheek and told her he just wasn't feeling up to 
it tonight. That he might be coming down with something (which wasn't entirely untrue). They exchanged a 
short hollow ‘love you' and hung up. She half-heartedly resolving to stay at home with a readymade meal and 
the television set, unwilling to go out on her own. David threw himself onto the couch, solitarily mirroring her 


flicking through channels and snacking on a bag of crisps bored. 


There wasn't anything good on, he decided and crumpled up the bad getting up to switch the set off. He 
probably should have taken Jenny's offer if he weren't already so tired, she'd sounded so distant on the phore. 
His relief getting home had dissolved to expose the week's exhaustion as he climbed into bed, clothes still on 


pt. 4 A Lovely Day Is Had 


Author's Notes: 
chapter five was written really out of order. well all of this was and pieced together but chapter five 
especially. 


Richard rubbed the crust of ice and salt from his boot against the steps going up to his home and fumbled 
around trying to unlock the door with stiff pink fingers. The heating in the studio was taking progressively 
longer to start up in the mornings day after day of freezing weather and while David and Roger complained 
about its effects on the strings he sat down and tried to work some life back into his hands. He always hated 
playing in the cold- everyone did but that didn't mean they'd ever turned down a show before cos of inclimate 
temperatures. A gig was a gig and they'd soldier on professionally. 


He nudged the door open and flicked on the light in the foyer, backing into the kitchen, setting down his 
groceries on the table, and moved the cold things into the refrigerator, not that they'd spoil sitting out. He 
frowned turning the heat on, the ancient ventilation protesting. After straightening up the kitchen and fixing a 
small dinner he thought about the cat again. Briefly even imaging what it would look like, small and grey or 
maybe black, perched atop his piano, tail switching and casually knocking papers onto the floor in cat fashion- 
/good god Richard, really?/ 


Roger had Judy. And Nick had Lindy. And David, who still seemed frustratingly irritable towards him, had a 
girlfriend as well, a pretty thing who always seemed a bit distant wen he saw her with him. The time he- 
/well/ the last time he had anyone he'd truly cared about... That was Syd, and they were just friends really 
although their friendship had been very intimate and understanding except of course on a few matters which 
had left Rick sleepless at night and sick with regret and shame. He eyed the recently purchased bottles 
standing on the counter and sighed. He couldn't rely on drink and drug to drive him to distraction. Instead he 


sat down at the piano and let his hands wander and his mind follow. 


Music wasn't just his livelihood but his refuge and when he slid the lid down over the keys, Rick felt calmer 
and freer than he had in a while. He'd resolve things with David come Monday and move on, life would go on 
whether you got what you wanted or not. Plus David had been so /delighttul/ this week and needed to move 
on too. Considerably mollified, Richard made his way to his bedroom and cleared the books off the queen 
mattress, stacking them at the foot and slipping into some long pyjamas that had been a gift from his mother. 
The bed was still far too big for him but tonight he felt he'd sleep fitfully regardless. 


// 
Rick glanced over at a mother pulling a woman pulling a child away from a box of kittens, going on about how 


one wasn't isn't a cute Christmas gift but a ten or so year long commitment, "Like you were" To which the 


child only sobbed louder going on about how she was nearly ten already. Rick smiled a little and leaned over, 


dangling a hand into the squirming mass of cat children someone had brought in from under their house after 


an unfortunate incident with their car and their driveway. 


Two over eager orphans began to claw their way up his arm before he picked them off. The one he was 
holding from the scruff of its neck mewled raucously to be put down, or reapplied to the sleeve of his 
sweater, tiny kitten claws picking at the wooly threads. Apparently he'd already been claimed and glanced up at 
the girl laughing at him. 


Various cat ‘things' were purchased from the store conveniently attached to the pound and he took his new 
flat-mate home inside his pullover, a tiny grey head peeking out at commuters, Richard giving apologetic looks 
to the less-entertained onlookers. Stepping over the murky gutter run off Rick tilted his head up towards the 
bright winter sun and smiled. Blue skies, always a promising sign, that and he loved the sunshine, maybe he'd 
stay out today while it was still up and fully appreciate the change in the weather. 


In the meanwhile he set down his new fluffy occupant who wobbling for a second on the old hardwood floor 
attempted to drawl back up his pantleg. He breathed hoping this would not be a regular occurrence and set 
limpet or, he hadn't named it yet, whatever its name was beside its newly purchased post, which of course, it 
promptly ignored for favor of his pantleg. So he sat at the bench cat in lap and began to introduce it to the 


piano. 


He didn't suspect it would take kingly to being brought along on a walk, that was one difference between cats 
and dogs which made him like canines a bit more although he had seen people with cats on leashes before, 
always met with strange looks. Taking lunch in coffee and cigarettes he ambled through the local greenspace, 


now grey and brown with the season, and looked for the new record store Nick had mentioned. 


Nestled tightly between two shops he almost walked past it. The girl at the counter greeted Rick without 
looking up from her magazine and he floated around a bit, checking what was good as of late and their stash 
of Floyd. All of them would any time they soot in a store, not so much for vanity's sake as work detail- had 
to keep abreast of how they were doing and all 


It was sometimes disappointing though not entirely surprising how infrequently he was recognized, somewhat 
mousy and slight, usually hidden behind his instrument. The cashier however, seemed to notice as he checked 
out and they chatted briefly about their most recent album and their new guitarist. "He's good, good-looking 
too." Rick agreed with her, why wouldn't he. The bell rang as he left, a short stack of records tucked under his 


arm and the cold air rushing past him. 


pt. 5 Chapter Five Already? or David Has Lots of 
Confusing Manly Emotions 


Author's Notes: 
yes, the author wrote this on christmas. yes it was very cold all week. 


Monday morning and Roger and Nick were huddled outside the building sharing a smoke. Nick had a long scarf 
and furry coat drawn up around his red face like some malcontent swaddled infant smoking a fag, "Morning 


Rick." 
Rick looked around, "Ah, morning." 


He grabbed for the handle but Roger stopped him, "I wouldn't go in there just yet, probably warmer out here, 
plus the boys are havin’ a fit ‘bout the heating needin’ replacement or something.’ 


"Well shit," Richard mouthed and Roger let out a chuckle at his quiet little swear. 


| say we maybe take a break from recording for a bit once we finish the song ey?" Nick suggested with a 
barely perceptible shrub under his layers of clothing, 


"Maybe," Roger tossed the rest of his cigarette down and ground it out. 
"-There's a bin for those right here Roger honestly.’ 


He ignored the comment and finished his thought, "Maybe do some more writing for a bit and check up on 
venues and shit," Nick flicked his butt into the tin of ashes and melt,"Plus David's been a real horror lately, 
what's up with him?" 


They agreed his bad mood was uncharacteristic of him though Rick couldn't offer a reason himself. Actually 
he didn't really know why. Of course, there had been the whole cock up of kissing him and oh confessing his 
physical and emotional attraction- But wouldn't he have gotten over that? If not then today after clearing 
things up one last time, Rick could handle being rejected even if it hurt. He could deal with David being moody 
with him but that was for outside the studio, they still had a working relationship to maintain and eventually 


he would come around again and be friends although it was unlikely he'd ever forget that. 


"Speak of the devil," Roger grinned his wide toothy, not entirely friendly smile at David brushing past them 
inside, "Got his spaded tail between his legs today?" 


They all followed in after him, apparently the heat had finally gone back on again but Nick still wasn't taking off 


his coat. 


"Good morning David," no reply from David. More of this then, Rick had expected so but hadn't wished for it, 
"Want a coffee? Its bloody freezing in here." 


‘Oh absolutely," He hung his coat on the back of a chair and stood in the kitchenette doorway, gratefully taking 
a quickly cooling cup from Rick, "Thanks." 


This left them there for a few seconds and Rick took the opportunity before all were caught up in work and 
arguing about whatever it was today as regular as clockwork or the seasons. Possibly complaining about this 
one, which had been so miserable and frigid. Richard gave an involuntary shiver and set his coffee down on the 
cluttered counter. "David-" 

"DAVE!" came a shout from the other room and he left before any as much as finishing a clause. And the 
shouting began for today, at least the weather wasn't anyone's fault, so it all were just getting people's 
frustration out, and it would be over like that. Rick rubbed his eye and downed the rest of his mug, setting it 


amidst the cluster already crowding the sink. 


Someone called from the other room to , "Shut the hell up l'm on the phone,” Nick then, calling their manager 


about the change in plans for this week and after a disappointed silence, "But it's Christmas." 
It was December the second. 

"Yes of course, well goodbye then Happy Christmas." 

"Happy Christmas Nick," Rick spoke peeking in on him, "Ringing up Father Christmas?" 


"You wish," he hung up the receiver with a slight smirk, "Have you been good this year Ricky? | heard you 


haven't! 
"And who told you that?" 

"Oh, you did | suppose" 

"Him, possibly. | sincerely doubt I've been naughty though 

"| bet you have, everyone knows it's always the quiet ones- can't trust ‘em far as you can throw ‘em" 
"Really Nick? Doubtful you could throw me either" 

"See? My point exactly! 


"What point?" 


"That | can't trust you cos you've obviously always got something wicked planned behind those big blue eyes.’ 
Richard smiled a little, "Well maybe but you haven't made a case yet that you haven't been naughty as well." 
Nick raised a finger, "You've got me there but at least I'm not going to lie about it!" 

Thank god for Nick. Recording was finished (according to most people in the studio) further fussing would be 
done at a later date. And now the musical meat locker would house another band. Hopefully when they would 
return to complete the rest, the weather would improve (unlikely) or the heating would be fixed (cold day in 
hell). 

The afternoon consisted of collecting personal supplies and Roger hunkered over a sound board. David kept to 
himself and the guitars but that didn't mean Rick didn't catch all of those fleeting glances in his direction 
Packing away his mess of wires neatly as possible he felt that look again across his back. 

"Rick I-" David Started, reaching out to the keyboardist before he turned around to him. 

"David we need to talk." 

He froze, caught off guard. 

‘lm sorry," /Rick made too many apologies/, "For the way | was earlier," he appeared calm but a bit bereft. 
His deep blue eyes steady on him, "| was- afraid- not so much of rejection and you not loving me back, I've 
thought about this, really foolish to think anyways, but of ruining our friendship." 


He looked earnestly,'l really do like you, but wanting you doesn't compare to knowing you." 


/And lve moved on/ He began to speak although the words didn't come out. No, not entirely true yet and he 
really shouldn't tell lies. 


His voice just killed him so sorrowful and sweet. Completely stripping David of his defences when he spoke 
again. "Rick |-" he bit his lip, "Have a girlfriend" 


"Oh. Yes, yes..." he backed off understandingly. 


David saw this and continued quickly before the conversation fled, "We're just together though- cause. We 


couldn't stand being alone. God we're so lonely together." 


He shook his long hair feeling nauseous admitting it, "I should've broken it off ages ago. It hurts to see her 


telling herself we're in love. She needs it and | don't think we ever were." 


"David what are you trying to say?" 


His voice nearly broke a sob, "Goddammit Rick /l'm/ in love." 

"With?" 

"With. You." David ground out. 

Rick looked shocked by this, David still frustrated as ever but more exhausted now, "Happy?" 
"Do you really mean it?" It took him forever to say. 


"Why would | pretend something like that, let it tear me up. Do you still love me or was that all just a stupid 


mistake afterall?" his arms fell at his sides searching for an answer in the other man's expression 
/Like hell you've moved on/ 

"Of course | love you," he stepped in to kiss him, just on the cheek but David still moved away. 
"l=," he closed his mouth, there was still a lot to say. 


And Rick seemed shunned again, casting his gaze away from him dejectedly. "I understand this probably isn't 
easy for you. That's okay, Ill give you time. But you really mean it” 


David nodded and lightly toughed his shoulder, drawing his eyes back up. "It's okay." 


pt. 6 Da Big Date 


Author's Notes: 
in which really i talk a bit about the idea of outsider perception of bisexuality and fumble around in my total 
(well not total but | can't say they were good ones) inexperience of dating. also a possible warning for 


homophobic language though i and plenty others use it as a neutral or umbrella term as i do here. 


Jenny called to break the news and David kindly agreed they both deserved better. Well that was a relief, 
they'd probably see each other here and there, regular haunts they'd go to. That or never again. As if on cue 
Rick called shortly after asking if he had any plans. Well no he didn't but a little eager are we Rick? He couldn't 
blame him though. "Sure, what time? Alright see you then" 


David inspected himself in the mirror and ran his hands through his hair thinking he should wash it fir- /this 
was Rick/. Still that didn't mean he shouldn't maybe clean up a bit before leaving. He pulled off his sweater, 
tossing it onto the bed and shucking his pants and underwear likewise. The hot stream of the showerhead was 
the most exalted sanctuary this time of year, and leaving it, the greatest return. His head wrapped turban 
style would hopefully dry before he left. He gave himself another rub down and hung the towel back up, 


redressing, checking himself over, putting on his shoes, and driving over. 


It was a small Indian restaurant and Rick was already there at a booth in the back He gave a small wave from 


the wrist inviting him over. 

"You look good" 

David was caught a little off guard sitting down, "Uh, you do too." 

A plate of naan was set out on the table with some nuts and a boy took orders for drirks. 
"So this is a date?" 


Rick shrugged noncommittally, "If you want to call it that. You could just as easily call it getting dinner with a 


friend and co-worker." 


/But it's not just that is it/. Co-worker. David hadn't ever actually thought of his bandmates as co-workers. 
Certainly not now. He supposed they /were/ but, bandmates, it was different that that. You relied on each 
other more to work as one. "Yeah it can be a date. Does this mean you're going to kiss me when | leave?" 


David pulled a piece of naan hunched slightly over the table. 


"What if we didn't call it a date and | still kissed you when it was over?" 


"What makes you think I'll have you kiss me on the first date?" 
"What if this wasn't the first date and we just hadn't called one that before?" 
"Well that would first of all require my knowledge and agreement that it were a not-date." 


"7You know/ that makes it sound like it's a date." Rick stared at him, both far tenser than they should've 


been, and reaching over to take some more naan, "We've kissed before." 
"/You/ kissed me. No we did not" 
Richard's face tightened a degree and he acquiesced at the recent memory, “Yes.” 


Having toed the line once though now in somewhat safer waters, he would have to be a little more patient and 
receptive, keep ing his obvious willingness in check Not that this should be any problem for him. He could wait. 


He would. 


Hardly full on nuts, bread, and beer they each ordered. Seeing David's chicken brought out though Richard 
wished he'd gotten it instead but ate his vegetable curry. It was fine. They talked but it was strange really, 
would you talk about work? They worked together. Getting to know each other? They had already known each 


other for a while.. Not especially well. 


They found that out trying to joke around in doing so. Family, things, David talked about past loves, Rick didn't 
offer up his, turning the conversation when David asked. Rick did however answer one question, explaining he 
/was/ gay, but not homosexual, "| would think it means you're defined by your male relationships but that 
doesn't mean | don't appreciate girls too. It from another's perspective would seem bisexuality is not a 
permanent state- that you're straight when you're with a woman but gay with a man, whether its the next 
day, your first-" David stilled, "Or one in a long line of many.. No | suppose that's not the best wording there." 
Hardly. 


It wasn't a large restaurant by any means. "So," David began, his eyes roving around the room rather than 


look at his bandmate then finally focusing on him as he spoke, somewhat scrutinizing, "Does anyone know?" 


"About this? No, no- they do know, about the whole mess in a way. Speaking generally- about being queer" He 
looked at his hands clasped in his lap, knees open. 


David still spoke cautiously, "So were | to reciprocate any of this would it make me-" 
"Queer?" Richard raised his thick eyebrows, "Oh | do't know | suppose so but that really has to have been 
there all along, to a degree. Enjoying the attention of another man doesn't necessarily make you homosexual, as 


lve mentioned. You still like women?" 


"Almost exclusively," he replied tersely. 


"Almost? My | guess | was right" 


David looked a little irritated again at this assumption and drew his brows, "Nothing serious." he clarified, "But 
I've thought about it before." 


Rick smiled at him softly remembering his friend's words, "There's nothing wrong with it," distractedly, 
"Despite, what people say. | personally choose not to parade it around, as there are some who may not react 


exemplarily to that, and | tend to keep myself anyways." 


He did, David actually would've never pegged him for a queer hadn't he known despite his femininity. Most 
rockers were kind of that way. But now he did he noticed some things in retrospect, small actions and 


comments that became magnified with context. 


And of course through all this conversation it appeared to David he was still somewhat of an outsider in the 


band. Would they just wait to tell him these kind of things or assume it didn't concern him. Well this did but. 


He did most of the talking but here Rick was practically loquacious, getting him on his own, he supposed it lent 
to that. He.. Was nice. He was a nice date and after he paid for the check ("The tandoori chicken was delicious." 
/And you didn't even order it/) David proposed another at a small art museum, more so a gallery than a 

proper collection. Indulging his love of pretty things. Spanish, Italian, and French paintings, mostly contemporary 


work but it was something. Well he'd get an opportunity to speak some French. 

For some reason that always did it for the girls. Weren't the English supposed to hate the French? Whatever, 
it worked magic. /ma petit chienne/ Ma belle salope. Fucking incredible, though he hadn't had the sheer nerve 
to actually go as far as that to anyone yet. It was a /bit/ cruel. But yes, Romance not romantic. 

When they did depart, Rick moved in but stopped and took his hand instead. "Goodnight." 


"Goodnight Rick" 


pt. 7 In Which David Returns The Favor 


Author's Notes: 

i feel this has been a very telling little exercise for me- a relatively inexperienced young queer artist/musician 
also commenting here that writing is going much slower as i am back at school come monday and this is 
hardly a priority. the ice skating bit is based off a little sketch i did while writing one of the previous parts 
and i feel that covered it better than i did here but i wanted to include it anyways. 


not entirely sure where to go after this at the moment by way of pacing. it would seem slower might result 


in faster, and so the deliberation continues. 


It wasn't a bad thing, just a strange thing. 


No stranger than his and Jenny's empty affair bred out of loneliness and convenience. He /did/ like that Rick 
liked him and wanted to be around him and have his attention, it didn't feel like a chore or pity, that was good. 
But Rick wanted more than just being together. David figured maybe he might too, in time, but right now, yeah 


this was something new. 


When they did see each other again, a couple days later, to-morrow was out of the question, not because of 
any previous engagements but the point was not the next bloody day, it was a tidy genial little meeting in a 
cafe not far from the gallery, museum whatever you'd call it. It was late enough in the morning for everyone 


to be suitably cheery and alert but early enough to still have a small breakfast, brunch? 


Together smiling and joking they could've passed for a pair of university students having slept late and skipping 
out on class. Long-haired, slightly scruffy young men with nothing better to do in the world. It was nice to 
assume that persona for a bit, besides, they were back in the studio to-morrow morning so they should make 
the most of this one. Not like the weather had let up, there was one day over the weekend but that seemed 
to have been a false alarm. It wasn't even winter yet, David realized. Fuckin hell! They better get that heating 
fixed! 


They walked shoulder to shoulder to the museum down a few blocks, David making a mental note to dig out his 
hat tonight from wherever deep in his closet he chucked it last spring. Yes, warm sumy days, what the hell 
was he doing in England? A lot of reasons, that would far outweigh his cons at the moment. Maybe one day 
he'd move, he wouldn't discount it. 


Its not very big, we'll be out in an hour, hour and a half if you want to take your time." 
Past white walls somewhat sparsely decorated with pictures, David had been looking more at Rick than the art. 


Not that he'd already seen it before, he'd only had a glimpse just passing through, but Richard seemed 
enraptured by the art and he loved that look in his eyes. They were probably his best feature. He supposed he 


had rather nice hands too- pianist fingers, well pianist's fingers. He wasn't about to make the cliche ‘Richard 
being a piece of art himself even in just his thoughts. He could play a romantic but he wasn't about to be a 
soppy romantic oh and maybe the keyboardist would turn around and say it to him. Though it would be a little 


more endearing coming from him, kind of the thing he'd say. 
"Oh wow look at the detail on this, gorgeous." 


"Hm?" he reminded himself back over to his side," Yeah," his eyes flicked over the oil? (probably) painting, a girl 
on a shore looking out, harshly textured red sky overhead full of streaks of birds, "Do you paint any?" 


Giving his head a brief shake he replied, "I can't paint, | was an /architect/ like the others, though | suppose | 
made the right choice in dropping that, returning to music. No- Syd's the only real artist out of our lot" he 
smiled a fraction, "He'd like this." 


" Yeah." 


They didn't talk much after that but Rick seemed happy so David was concerned with little else for the 
moment. He gave his critique through the intervals of rest and movement between pictures, staccato glimpses 
at the occasional work of little merit and /sostenuto/ for technically and conceptually more profound. Like a 
bee lighting from flower to flower drinking in each one's essence, to put it poetically. In his head David had 
come to say pretty things and here he was keeping them all to himself. Incroyable. 


Well he could always save it for later and put it to music, providing he didn't forget between then. Every good 
artist will plagiarize themself, at any possibility. Who /wasn't/ still writing songs they'd started back in their 
awkward adolescence on the back of a napkin? Course all these ones hanging on the walls were exactly the 
same, you got to have effort, you got to have talent but inspiration was a far more fickle thing and when you 
saw it god willing you took it every chance. Wherever it came from, whether it was you or not, it mattered 


less once you had a finished product which you did put the effort and skill in to produce. 

All that being said, don't actually /steal/ other people's work, that's just indecent and it ain't really art at all, 
but learning, that isn't so different from it that the lines don't get blurred sometimes. But steal from 
yourself, steal from yourself unmercifully. Was Ricky taking a library of notes right now? Maybe, he was 


smart, it wasn't as if he wasn't going to give something back anyways. 


"So which one was your favorite?" David walked along the way back to Richard's place, they'd take a quick ride 


partway, it wasn't as if it were that close and it was, as it had been mentioned several times, awfully cold. 


Rick made a noise and shrugged. David nudged him for it, "C'mon, nobody hangs around that long and doesn't 


pick a favorite." 
He grins and looks upwards recalling," The big, big swirling one. With all the blue and green" 


"That?" 


"Yes. Very aquatic, like being under a wave. | don't know if | held my breath for that one 

David rolled his eyes teasingly, "Oh fine since you didn't come out and make it | suppose /I/ will’ 

Rick turned expectantly, "Say what?" 

David stopped and tried not to sound too sarcastic, "My favorite piece of art in the museum was /you/ 


"God David!" Rick laughed his smile creasing his eyes, "No I'll say thank you for the comment anyways, even if 
it isn't incredibly original." 


"Nothing is." 
"Well I'm rescinding my choice then-" 


"-Ah you can't do that-" 


"-and upon further review I've decided the most breathtaking work of art encountered today was by our own 


Mr. David Gilmour." 

"Who's unoriginal now." 

"Take a compliment where you can get one l'm comparing you to the legendary /David/" 

"You're full of shit, | can always get more where that came from; you're like a take a pence leave a pence." 
Rick only rolls his shoulders in a half shrug, "Everybody wants to be Michelangelo." 

"And | /am/ the legendary David." 


"Really? You move an awful lot for a statue. | wouldn't have expected comebacks from a block of marble 


either." 

"Pfha, shut up. Sarcasm doesn't suit you." 

"It doesn't? At least I'm made of flesh." 

They got on the train in a cloud of people and hung onto the same pole. The mass of bodies pushing them 
closet together and eager to get off again soon even with the welcome warmth. Rick was all but flush against 


David's chest, wondering what the hell was the pole for then. "Does Roger know you're this cheeky?" 


"He could, but if you mean how | spent my afternoon it doesn't concern him. Not all of us are so fortunate." 


He'd agreed to stop by to pick up some stuff and then figure out how the afternoon was to be spent; for all 
the time they dawdled in the museum it was still relatively early. David stepped inside behind him and was met 


by a particularly loud and offended dust bunny who Richard bent down to pick up with a little difficulty. 
"| didn't know you had a cat." 


"Well | didn't know that either until a few days ago," he replied frankly, "Her name is Bela 


"Pretty." 
"Bela Bartok" 
"Ah" 


He set the kitten back down after too much squirming for either's liking and it promptly began to scale David's 
leg, Rick's eyes going wide and crouching again to pull her off. "Sorry, I've been trying to get her to stop doing 
that" 


He set the cat aside and made mock clawing gestures at the scratching post. David laughed at him for it of 
course but Rick didn't get too embarrassed, only shaking his head with a sympathetic smile. 


Richard offered something to eat or drink but David declined and he moved over toward the piano, taking some 


papers off the ledge. "Here." 
He leafed through it giving a cursory glance, "This for the album?" 


"Yeah, well most of it, | don't think it's done yet. But you said you were interested" 


"0- Course, I'm not the band though. /You/ bring it in to-morrow or whatever's done when you do. We'll see." 
"Right." 


Now he was a bit embarrassed. /Have some courage Richard/. He didn't need to run it by David first for 
permission, no he hadn't meant for that to be the intention either. He'd just said he was interested, and he 
liked hearing that. And he wanted to impress him and be vital and good. Where was that graveyard of 
hundreds of songs that bored even him? Well alright there was bound to be a few good ones he'd somehow 
tossed in there with the rest of the scrap but that didn't change that most of what he wrote was not read 
nor heard. But he /wanted/ this to be, not so much for later on when someone else might listen but right now 


it meant an awful lot to him. It would work. 


They left for whatever the hell it was they were doing, goofing off all afternoon really. But it was good to do 
so. "Oh look ice-skating!" David ran up to the fence and looked out onto the frozen pond full of people gliding and 
or falling on their asses. "We should do that." 


"Please no. Not today at least. Can't we wait til it's actually freezing?" 


"It is freezing," David rubbed his arms and pouted. 


"No its not, checked the thermometer. It's 2 degrees too warm’ 
"2 degrees, | say we do it" 

"There's so many people, and, and I'm not very good. What am | even going to skate on, | didn't bring skates’ 
"We can rent," he pointed, "Little shack over there. tll be fun’ 


Rick, defeated, complied. At the tiny grungy counter, he was more than ready to leave again. "Well it's not 


enough." 
"Not enough?" 


"Yeah, you can get one pair of boots but it ain't enough for two. You can keep your change, buy yourself a 


cuppa tea. Two if nobody's gettin’ skates then" 

"Go get a pair Rick" 

"What?" 

"| said itll be fun Go on" 

"Fun for you, you're going to watch and laugh at me." 

"No | won't! Just try to keep your balance and start slow, you'll get the hang of it" 

David did however have to cover his mouth when Rick took his first miserable steps out onto the ice, people 
coming over to try and help him, Rick, looking more hostilely miserable. It wasn't especially graceful, sort of an 
amateur struggle to stay upright but he did it, David cheering on from the sidelines. He even stopped holding 
himself so tight, which received an "I told you so!" 

David hopped the fence and stood at the bank, reaching out for Rick's hands. "Here." He wobbled a little slowing 
to take his gloved hands and let him instead pull him along as he walked the circumference of the pond. "It's 
close enough." 


"You got the easy part though!" 


"Well | never said | was an amazing skater either, you've gotten probably better than | am in the past twenty 


minutes.” 


"And I'm going to be incredibly stiff for it" 

"Well relax now, I'm doing the work, you just hold on" 

"l'm slipping-" 

"No, I've got you tight don't worry-" 

"No my feet are AGH," his feet slid out under him, sending them both onto the ice. 
"Oh /ricely done/." 

"| didn't let go though." 


"| know," Rick moved the hair from his face and sat back up brushing some more ice off, 


should leave now?" 
"Yeah, | think I've had enough skating for today. We should've gone for the cup of tea" 
"But | think we both had fun’ 

"Ive got some notes in my back pocket we can have both’ 

"Where was that earlier?" 

"| told you | didn't want to go skating. 

"Prick" 

"You told me you didn't want to either: 


"Say where's that tea!" 


"Do you think we 


